ON HEARING A SERVICE BROADCAST

Oh stop the service!
There are beggars at the doors;

They are cold and starving
And have such grievous sores.

Oh stop the service!
There are harlots in the street

Who, if they knew God's love,
Would wash the Saviour's feet.

Oh stop the service!
Stop all that sickly tosh!

Nor thee, nor foolish flock
Shall ever Saviour wash.

Below my study stands
An open public-house,

Kinder than cloister'd church
Though there men may carouse.